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GENEVIEVE. 

A  TALE   OF  THE   OLDEN  TIME. 

— 0 — 

PART    I. 

All  brightly  slione  the  clear  full  moon 

Upon  the  sea  that  eve, 
When  wandered  forth  the  saintlike  form 

Of  lovely  Genevieve. 

The  silvery  wavelets,  rippling  in 

Upon  the  pebbly  shore, 
Seemed,  one  by  one,  to  kiss  her  feet, 

Then  die  for  evermore. 


GENEVIEVE. 


A  ruined  castle,  high  above, 
Stood  on  the  craggy  steep; 

It's  shadow,  sleeping  far  beneath, 
Lay  mirror'd  on  the  deep. 

In  loneliness,  she  wandered  on, 
With  downcast  weeping  eye; 

No  thing  of  life  seemed  else  abroad, 
Save  wild  birds  sailing  by. 

She  gazed  into  the  clear  blue  vault — 
No  speck  or  cloud  saw  she; 

The  vesper  star  beamed  softly  down, 
And  glimmered  on  the  sea; 

The  only  star  in  all  the  heavens, 
Its  lustre  burned  bright — 

But  soon  it  dimmed  and  paled  away 
Before  the  Queen  of  Night. 


GENEVIEVE. 

A  pearly  tear  stood  in  her  eye — 
(Oh,  why  do  angels  weep!) 

It  quivered  in  the  moon's  wan  light, 
Then  rolled  adown  her  cheek: 

And  well  the  lovely  maid  might  grieve 

O'er  joys  now  fled  away; 
She  was,  upon  a  time,  I  ween, 

The  gayest  of  the  gay: 

Her  mother's  darling  only  child- — 
Her  mother  now  was  dead, — 

The  Baron  soon  hath  dried  his  tears, 
And  other  lady  wed. 

Fair  Genevieve  felt  all  the  change, 
Slowly  the  years  rolled  on; 

Alas,  to  soothe  her  weary  heart, 
In  Snowdown  Hall  were  none! 


GENEVIEVE. 

Xo  voice,  in  all  the  world,  save  one. 
Was  music  to  her  ear; — 

A  gallant  Knight  was  Linton  brave. 
Her  own  true-love  so  dear, 

Each  prize  at  joist  or  tournament 

Aye  falling  to  his  hand; 
But  now — he  fought  the  Saracen , 

Far  in  the  Holy  Land. 

Thus  alien  in  a  dreary  home, 
Long  pined  this  gentle  dove, 

Oft  praying  for  the  safe  return 
Of  her  own  faithful  love. 


GENEVIEVE. 


PART    II. 

Unlookecl  for,  suddenly  there  came 

A  fierce  marauding  band, 
Who,  with  the  rushing  torrent's  might. 

Laid  waste  the  Baron's  land, 

And  razed  the  castle  to  the  ground, 

Upon  that  woeful  eve, — 
Xo  one  of  five- arid-forty  souls 

Escaped,  save  Genevieve 


Who,  springing  on  her  milk-white  steed, 
Leapt  o'er  the  moat  and  fled; 

A  shower  of  arrows  scathlessly 
Thick  falling  round  her  head. 


GENEVIEVE. 

Half  frantic ?  yielding  up  the  rein, 
Away  with  wild  hot  speed, 

On,  flew  the  gentle  lady  fair, 
Upon  her  matchless  steed  : 

Away,  careering  like  the  wind, 

With  precious  load  it  flew, 
Till  danger  seemed  all  left  behind, 

The  gallant  barb  so  true* 

Then  panting  hard,  it  fell  and  died 

Beneath  a  spreading  tree ; 
Alas,  I  ween,  the  lady's  grief 

Was  pitiful  to  see  1 

Thus,  left  all  lonely  in  the  wood, 
When  fell  the  shades  of  night, 

She  started — seeing  through  the  leaves 
A  strange  pale  glimmering  light. 


GENEVIEVE. 

Then  lo!  a  warrior  strange  and  fierce 

Came  swiftly  o'er  the  plain, 
Y-elad  in  "bright  and  glittering  mail — 

The  lady  hid  in  vain: 

For  high  across  his  saddle-bow, 

Fair  Genevieve  he  swung; 
She  shrieked — he  answered  ne'er  a  word. 
But  onwards  with  her  sprung. 

The  maiden's  cry  had  reached  the  ear 

Of  young  and  gallant  knight, 
Who,  spurring  onwards,  now  appeared. 

In  shinino-  armour  client. 

He  shouted — and  the  wild  woods  ran°:— 
•'This  lance  the  maid  shall  free." 

Grim  Hugo  turned  him  round  and  scowled. 
But  ne'er  a  word  spake  he. 


GENEVIEVE. 

In  terror  great  the  lady  swooned, 

And,  Hugo  in  the  shade 
Alighting,  laid  her  on  the  turf,— 

The  young  knight  drew  his  blade. 

But  Hugo  soon  regains  his  steed — 

To  combat  fierce  they  prance, 
Prepared  for  onset  furious, 

They  charge,  with  levelled  lance: 

And  now  the  good  steel  of  the  Knight, 

That  glittered  keen  and  cold, 
Ran,  warm  and  red,  right  through  the  heart 

Of  Hugo  grim  and  bold. 

The  maiden  woke  and  found  the  Knight 

Sore  wounded  by  the  strife ; 
She  laved  his  pale  browr  in  the  stream — 

Ah !  quickly  ebbed  the  life ! 


GENEVIEVE. 

His  glazing  eye  now  dimly  moved, 
Then  faintly  whispered  he, 

"Adieu!  God  fend  thee!  gentle  maid, 
Farewell,  bright  chivalry  I" 


PART    III. 

Left  desolate,  fair  Genevieve 
Now  wandered  far  and  near, 

That  tidings,  from  the  Holy  Land, 
Of  Linton,  she  might  hear : 

Lamenting  ever,  from  her  heart, 
The  gallant  stranger  Knight, 

Who  shed  his  blood,  and  freed  her  from 
Grim  Hugo,  that  dread  night. 


10  GXEVIEVE. 

Her  breaking  heart,  distraught,  lone,  drear, 
Hope  scarcely  shed  one  beam, — 

To  her,  thus  wandering  through  the  wood, 
Life  seemed  a  feverish  dream. 

Now  faint  and  weary,  Genevieve 

Fled  to  a  rocky  cave, 
And  weeping,  there  she  fell  asleep, 

Lulled  by  the  sighing  wave. 

The  rosy  morn,  all  beautiful, 

In  amber  robes  was  dight — 
The  sun  now  glowed  with  radiance, 

Diffusing  golden  light. 

Forth  from  the  cave  came  Genevieve, 
And  every  thing  looked  gay; 

It  only  made  her  heart  more  sad, — 
Her  thoughts  were  far  away. 


GENEVIEVE.  11 

Thus  wandering  forth  to  seek  her  love. 

Through  many  a  tangled  wild. 
So  sadly  beautiful,  she  seemed 

A  lovely  angel-child. 

Till  eve  she  held  her  weary  way — 
When  in  a  lonely  dell, 

heard,  sweet  floating  through  the  air, 
The  tones  of  chapel  bell : 

And  following  the  Vesper  call, 
The  shrine  at  length  she  found, — - 

Music  rolling  in  surging  waves, 
And  incense  floating  'round, 

The  antique  aisle,  with  traceries 

Of  quaint  device,  adorned, 
Showed  angels,  bending  over  tombs, 

W  no  there  for  ever  mourned. 


12  GENEVIEVE. 

Weary  and  sad,  fair  Genevieve 
Had  reached  the  chapel  old; 

Now,  lowly  kneeling,  there  she  prayed, 
Upon  the  marble  cold. 


PART    IV. 


That  clay,  young  Linton,  from  afar, 

Eeturned  to  liberty; 
For  captive,  on  a  foreign  strand, 

In  dungeon  long  lay  he. 

In  breathless  haste  he  flew  to  meet 
His  own  dear  Genevieve, — 

Deserted  ruins  only  there, 
Oh  wildly  did  he  grieve ! 


GENEVIEVE. 

Then  ranging  far  to  seek  his  love. 

He  reached  the  chapel  old; 
Exhausted,  there  he  entered  in 

As  evening  Vespers  tolled. 

When  nothing  of  his  Genevieve 

The  monks  to  him  could  tell; 
He  asked  them  of  his  bosom  friend. 

Young  Frank  of  Bock  Castelle. 

The  monks  they've  told  their  weary  guest. 
How  Frank  the  brave  in  fight, 

But  three  days  landed,  spilt  his  blood, 
And  freed  a  lady  bright. 

uAh,  woe  is  ine!J?  young  Linton  said, 
"That  strikes  me  like  a  knell — ■ 

Both  lost — my  Love,  and  my  true  Friend, 
Brave  Frank  of  Kock  Castelle!" 


14  GENEVIEVE. 

With  downcast  eye,  right  sorrowful, 

He  leant  upon  his  spear, 
Till  startled  by  an  aged  priest, 

Who  cried,   ua  vision  here! ?; 

They  looked  into  the  sacristy, 

And  lo !  like  angel  bright, 
They  saw  a  lovely  kneeling  thing. 

In  sheen  of  damask  light ! 

Warm,  through  the  stained  window,  fell 

The  soft  rich  light  of  eve ; 
Her  glowing  garb,  a  tissue  seemed. 

Such  as  the  fairies  weave ; 

While,  silently,  they  gazed  on  her, 
In  wonder  strange,  and  fear — 

A  secret  power,  young  Linton  felt, 
That  urged  him  to  draw  near. 


GENEVIEVE.  15 

With  eyes  upturned,  she  saw  him  not, 

Bathed  in  the  light  of  eve; — 
He  touched  her  scarce — the  spell  was  broke — - 

It  was  his  Genevieve ! 

Overwhelmed  with  the  sudden  joy, 

He  clasped  her  to  his  heart, 
And  fondly,  by  his  sword,  he  swore, 

From  her  he  ne'er  would  part. 

Meanwhile  with  clanking  steps  they  heard 

A  foot  in  the  Chapelle, 
And  lo!  each  eye  in  wonder  saw 

Young  Frank  of  Eock  Castelle. 

He,  counted  slain,  by  all  around, 

Woke  from  a  death-like  trance, 
And  skillful  leech  had  healed  the  wound 

Where  pierced  the  barbed  lance, 


1 6  GENEVIEVE. 

Now — ne'er,  in  all  the  wide  wide  world, 
Were  seen  a  happier  three, — 

They  wept  for  joy,  and  kissed  for  love, 
And  all  went  merrily. 

In  that  same  hour — on  that  same  spot, 
Brave  Linton  wed  his  love; 

The  aged  priest,  down  on  their  heads, 
Prayed  blessings  from  above. 

Full  merry  was  the  banqueting 

Upon  that  joyous  night; 
Well  might  the  largess  Linton  gave 

Be  thought  on  with  delight. 

Next  morn  he  mounted  his  proud  steed, 
And  she  a  light  palfrey, — 

Two  hearts  made  one,  in  happy  glee, 
They  swiftly  rode  away! 

1839. 


PSYCHE. 


AN  EMBLEM. 


Methought,  I  chased  a  bright  blue  Butterfly, 

Because  I  loved  it.     I  would  not  have  harmed, 

Or  brushed  the  dust  from  off  its  wings — yet  still 

It  flew,  and  lured  me  on,  from  flower  to  flower, 

From  field  to  field,  by  coppice,  rock,  and  stream, 

Till,  on  the  brink  of  a  huge  precipice, 

In  utter  loneliness,  and  silent  woe, 

I  stood  arrested — saw  it  float  away — 

And  my  heart  sunk  within  me! — (Bitter  tears. 

Why  will  ye  come  unbicl,  at  memory 

Of  sadness  which  has  long  since  passed  away!) 


18  PSYCHE. 

As  newly  prisoned  bird,  with  fluttering  wing, 
Dashes  itself  against  the  cruel  wires, 
On  hearing  its  mate  sing  in  sunny  fields, 
My  soul  would  fain  have  quit  its  house  of  clay, 
To  follow,  and  behold  for  evermore, 
That  love- winged  living  thing,  so  passing  fair. 

Ere  it  was  lost  to  view,  in  agony 
My  spirit  cried  to  God,  heaving  with  thought 
Unutterable. 

He  heard — and  forthwith,  wings 
Enabled  me  in  wonderment  to  soar, 
Companioning  the  bright  winged  Butterfly, 
Away  into  the  realms  of  azure  light ! 


NATUBE'S  VOICES. 


The  drowsy  lium  of  summer  bee, 
The  distant  murmur  of  the  sea, 
Or  wind-waked  forest  minstrelsy, — 

Sounds,  vague  yet  deep,  find  sympathies 
In  listening  souls;  then  oft  arise 
Presentiments  like  memories; 

And  thoughts,  that  wander  through  the  Past, 
Beyond  the  reach  of  words,  crowd  fast, 
Whose  Present  is — Time,  first  to  last. 


20  nature's  voices. 

When,  through  the  quivering  blue  of  night, 
The  stars  of  heaven  shed  peaceful  light, 
Man's  spirit  seeks  the  Infinite : 

Or  when  the  full  moon  floods  the  sea 

With  living  glory;  or  when  she 

Touches  with  bronze,  tower,  rock,  or  tree, — - 

Then  Nature's  voices  reach  the  soul — 
Her  mysteries  an  open  scroll — 
We  feel  related  to  the  whole ! 

Spelled  by  the  music  of  the  spheres, 
Whose  strains  are  bars  of  myriad  years, 
Unheard  by  "gross  unpurged  ears:" 

Arrested  by  dim  questionings, 

Man  cannot  pierce  the  husk  of  things, 

Till  Faith  her  clearer  vision  brings : 


nature's  voices.  21 

The  symbol  then  is  understood, 

As  He  intended  that  it  should, 

Who  once  pronounced  all  "very  good;" 

Instinct  with  meaning,  star,  or  flower, 
Wind,  wave,  all  creatures,  hour  by  hour 
Proclaiming — Wisdom,  Goodness,  Power! 


SONG  FOE  MUSIC. 


Sweet,  as  the  music  of  angel-harps 
Ethereally  wild  and  rare, 
Wafted  from  far 
Beyond  eve's  star, 
And  winnowing  the  crimson  air, 
Is  the  voice  of  my  true  love, 
My  lamb,  my  dove, 
When  she  breathes,  "I  love  thee!" 


LOVE'S  WEONG. 


A  DRAMATIC  FRAGMENT. 


She  says  she  loved,  and  loves  me  yet, 
But  she's  been  false  to  me, 
As  false  as  false  can  be ; 

I  saw  her  wrong  me  grievously, 
Oh,  how  can  I  forget ! 

She,  thinking  not  I  know  her  guilt, 

Asserteth  innocence ; 

(Ah,  worse  than  vain  defence!) 
What  will  restore  lost  confidence? 
Say  can  love  be  rebuilt? 


24  love's  wrong. 

Poor  erring  child,  her  eyes  are  wet 
With  thoughts  of  other  years — 
I  know  the  worst  she  fears  r 

Ah,  were  these  but  repentant  tears, 
I  might  forgive — forget ! 


IMPKOMPTU, 


EXTRACTED  FROM  A   STUDENT  S   DIARY, 


Just  twenty  minutes  after  ten  last  night, 

It  was — if  clocks  in  town  do  all  agree — 
When  in  my  room,  with  fire  y-blazing  bright, 

I  sat  me  down  in  great  felicitie, 
Sans  coat  and  vest — as  men  say,  "easy — free;" 
And  watching  strange  shapes  in  the  fire  appear, 
I  saw  the  passed  hour  all  mirrored  clear. 


26  IMPROMPTU. 

A  room,  with  crimson  curtains,  met  my  view, 
Wherein  there  stood  a  picture-covered  screen, 

To  stop  intrusive  draughts  that  sometimes  flew 
By  door-chinks  in,  then  out  by  vent  unseen, — 

But  not  unfelt  by  those  who  sat  between — 
A  square  piano,  full-toned,  new  and  good, 
A-near  the  fireplace  in  a  corner  stood. 

This  of  the  room. — 'Mongst  other  friends  were  three 
Young  ladies,  each  and  all  exceeding  fair — 

Aglaia,  Thalia,  and  Euphrosyne, 

Seemed  verily  to  move  before  me  there : 

One  with  long  crisped  flowing  golden  hair, 
Another,  too,  with  night- dark  glossy  tress, 
Looped  on  a  cheek  of  paley  loveliness. 

The  third,  with  silken  hair  in  lustrous  braid, 
And  head-dress  purely  classic,  seemed  to  me, 

Like  Teresa,  the  famed  Athenian  Maid, 
Or  lady-love  of  Spanish  knight,  when  she, 
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In  moonlight,  leaneth  from  her  balcony : 

All  three,  so  bright  and  witching  fair,  did  seem 
Like  fleeting  phantoms  of  a  heavenly  dream. 

Then  music  stole  among  us,  passing  sweet, 
On  which  we  moved,  as  in  a  mazy  trance, 

The  fair  ones  tripping  it  with  twinkling  feet, 

And,  brightening  all,  with  laughing  sunny  glance; 

Their  visitor,  constrained,  essayed  to  dance, 
Till  ten  o'clock  in  his  unwilling  ear 
Proclaimed,  'Tis  time  thou  be  no  longer  here! 

He  made  to  go,  but  ah!  the  door  was  locked — 
By  angels  he  was  prisoned  for  a  time : 

He  prayed  deliverance,  but  they  only  mocked ; 
Such  honied  thrall  can  not  "be  said  in  rhyme. " 

At  length,  when  speaking  of  a  "  downward  climb, " 
The  door  flew  open!    .    .  But  now,  within  the  fire, 
I  saw,  'mid  flickering  shoots,  the  scene  expire! 
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I  rose,  and  shaking  off  the  drowsy  spell 

Which,  though  fantasque,  seemed  like  reality; 

I  heard  "eleven"  faint  sounding  from  the  bell, 
Slow,  dirge-like,  o'er  the  faded  reverie; — 

And  bathing  heavy  eyes  to  set  them  free, 

With  longing  heart-strings,  and  with  freshened  looks, 
I  dived,  o'er  head  and  ears,  into  my  books. 

1846. 


DRAMATIC-  SONG. 

Alas!  woes  me,  alas! 
So  endetli  many  a  tale : 

Ah !  why  do  bright  dreams  pass. 
And  leave  the  true  to  wail, 
"With  gnawing  anguish  pale? 
Alas !     Alas ! 

Alas!  woes  me,  alas! 
When  love  unseen  doth  see 

The  false  unmasked;  gold — brass: 
Truth — frail  inconstancy ; 
Oh  crowning  misery! 
Alas !     Alas ! 
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Alas !  woes  me,  alas ! 

Blest  ignorance !  now  vain 
All  joy  that  ever  was;  , 
Ne'er  dream  of  love  again, 

When  she     .     .     Oh!  heart  and  brain, 
Alas!     Alas! 


EMMELINE, 

I  have  a  cousin  Emmeline, 
A  universal  favourite  she, 

With  whom  I  wander  in  the  woods? 
Or  by  the  margin  of  the  sea. 

With  gentle  spirit,  queenly  air, 
Simplicity  and  maiden  grace, 

A  potent  charm — a  witchery 

Dwells  in  the  sunshine  of  her  face. 


32  EMMELINE. 

Full  well  I  love  to  muse,  with  her, 
By  gurgling  brook  in  leafy  glade, 

Upon  the  beauty — harmony ' 

In  every  thing  that  God  hath  made. 

Oft-times  we  pace  the  rocky  shore — 
The  surgy  murmur  of  the  sea 

Awaking  great  dim  shadowy  thoughts, 
That  image  forth  Eternity! 

Nor  till  the  sunset's  glowing  hues 
Of  mellow  gold  and  crimson  blend, 

And  Vesper  looks  forth  from  the  blue 
Upon  the  deep,  we  homewards  wend. 

Long,  there — one  book  upon  our  knee,— 
We  read  by  moonlight  as  'twere  day, 

Or  listen  the  wild  iEolian  Lyre's 
Sweet  plaintive  music  die  away. 


EMMEL1NE. 

Not  for  her  beauteous  face — for  eyes 
Bright  as  the  brightest  orbs  above, 

Or  her  gazelle-like  step  alone, 
No!  'tis  her  pure  soul  that  I  love. 

With  violet  mantle — snow-white  veil, 
In  tranced  dreams,  I  see  her  stand, 

'Bound,  harping  Seraphs  sprinkle  flowers, 
She  bears  the  lily  in  her  hand ! 

But  should  she,  meek  and  angel-fair, 
In  passing,  deign  to  smile  on  me, 

I  feel  as  I  a  spirit  were, 

And  wake  in  blissful  ecstacv! 


FRAGMENT. 


The  joyous  Sun  is  up!  and  fair  young  May, 
With  dew-sprent  coronal  of  buds  and  flowers 
Bright  glistening,  to  green  fields  invites  away 
Young  gladsome  hearts,  to  meet  the  Summer  Hours. 
Deep  in  the  flowery  woods,  which  echoing  ring 
With  warblings  wild,  and  waters  murmuring ! 


PRIMROSES, 


Joy-tears  stand  in  the  flowret's  eyes, 
Beaded  like  diamonds:  All  the  air 
Is  soft  and  balmy:  Homeward  flies 
Yon  sweet-piped  warbler,  and  whate'er 
Has  life  seems  happy  and  content. 
The  evening  shadows,  deepening,  fall 
On  bank — field — hedge-row :  Odours  blent 
Steal  from  the  dewy  grass,  as  all 
The  flowers  breathed  incense.     All  I  see 
Shall  live  before  me;  this  sweet  hour, 
These  beauteous  May-flowers,  culled  for  me 
By  friend — herself  a  fairer  flower! 


LOVE'S  HEAVEK 

Wake,  dearest  Alice,  wake!     My  love,  arise. 
Hark!  early  birds  do  call  us:  colours  bright 

Along  the  orient  burn ;  float,  'neath  blue  skies, 
Orange  and  roseate  streaks,  in  amber  light! 

Lady,  thus  broke  the  sunlight  of  thy  love 

On  my  night-pilgrimage;  and  when  thine  eyes 

Meet  thus  my  tranced  gaze,  in  them,  above 
Time  and  times'  things,  I  search  for  destinies. 

Ere  I  had  known  thee,  thou  wert  shadow'd  forth 

Angelical — a  joy — hope's  brightest  gleam- 
Music  like  air  around  thee :  Known — thy  worth 
Excelleth  all  I  fancied  in  my  dream. 


DRAMATIC  SOXG. 

(Mad  lady  sings.) 
I. 

He  is  gone !  He  is  gone ! 
And  will  he  not  return? 
Oil,  corne,  sweet  Death, 
For  thou  like  me  art  lone ! 
Heart-fires  burn;  brain-fires  burn; 
Oh !  for  thy  icy  breath, 
Thy  cool  delicious  breath, 

Sweet  death ! 
And  I  will  cull  thee  now, 
Eosebuds  white  and  red, 
And  a  bridal  wreath  shall  grace  thy  brow; 
These,  thoiv  shalt  wear,  instead  of  me, 
That  all  may  smile  on  thee 
When  I  am  dead! 
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He  is  here !    He  is  here ! 
Woe-haunting  shape,  depart, — ■ 

Oh !  bring  the  bier, 
And  carry  forth  a  heart, 
Though  dead  to  me,  yet  dear. 
Oh!  for  thy  icy  breath, 
Thy  cool  delicious  breath, 

Sweet  death ! 
And  I  will  cull  thee  now? 
Eosebuds  white  and  red, 
And  a  bridal  wreath  shall  grace  thy  brow; 
These,  thou  shalt  wear,  instead  of  me, 
That  all  may  smile  on  thee 
When  I  am  dead ! 


TO  UNDINE. 


[written  on  the  fly-leaf  of  A  COPY  OF  the  baron  de  la 

310TTE  FOUQL'E'S  BEAUTIFUL  MINIATURE  ROMANCE.] 


Undine!  lovely  sprite — ■ 

Thou  vision  of  delight! 
More  pure  and  wondrous  fair 
Than  the  lilies  in  thy  hair: 
Thy  graceful  sylph-like  form,  more  bright 

Than  yonder  stars  on  high, 

Mildly  lambent  in  the  sky, 
Yet  gleaming  vari- coloured  light, 
Far  through  the  azure  depths  of  night ! 


40  .    TO   UNDINE. 

Hie  thee  to  one  who  wears 

On  her  left  hand  a  mystic  ring*, 
With  a  golden-heart;  and  sweetly  sing 
To  her,  of  thy  cool  green  ocean  home, 

Sparry  cave,  and  crystal  dome; 

Of  Islands,  fountains,  rivers,  meres, 

Golden  sands,  and  bright  sea-flowers; 

Of  glistening  shells,  and  coral  bowers, 
Now  gleaming  forth  brightly,  now  glimmering  pale 
Through  the  water's  clear  tremulous  silvery  veil: 
Birth,  Life,  and  Death,  one  wonderful  whole, 
Mysterious  union  of  body  and  soul. 

Lovely  Undine!  sweetly  sing 

To  her,  as  oft  thou  singest  to  me, 

In  the  murmur  of  the  sea, 

Dissolving  all  my  rising  fears 
In  delicious  tears! 


{ 

SONG, 

WRITTEN  FOR  AX  AIR  BY  BELLINI, 
COMMONLY  SUNG  TO  THE  WORDS,  "I'LL  WEEP  FOR  THEE.  EVER.' 

Adieu !  to  thee,  clearest  I 

Though  I  roam  hieath  sunny  skies, 
Or  climb  the  snowy  Alpine  peak, — 

The  memory  of  thine  eyes, 
With  their  spirit  light,  shall  follow 

Me  over  land  and  sea, 
And,  with  sweet  starry  influence, 

Ave  lead  me  back  to  thee ! 


LINES, 


[on  having  a  cape,  lent  to  a  lady,  returned— the  pockets 
sewed  up  and  filled  with  flowers  :—  written  in  compli- 
ANCE WITH  THE  REQUEST  FOR  A  CONTRIBUTION  TO  HER  ALBUM  ] 


Lady,  ye  would  have  me  write — 
And  when  the  fair  command, 

What  is  left  a  luckless  wight 
But  take  his  pen  in  hand? 

Though  his  thoughts  be  gathering  wool, 

And  brains  be  dry  as  dust; 
Humbly  owning  Queenly  rule, 

Write  something,  sure  he  must ! 


LINES. 


Thanks,  then,  lady!     In  this  shape 

Must  these  lame  verses  run, 
For  returning  my  light  cape, 
Sweet  as  from  Gulistan. 

Carefully,  the  pockets  five, 

Sewed  up  and  filled  with  flowers ! 

(Flora  and  the  Graces  strive 
With  all  their  witching  powers.) 

Troth!  it  was  a  dainty  thought! 

So  in  the  dew  or  rain, 
Proud  to  shelter  thee  from  aught, 

Ye'll  have  the  cape  again! 


TO  ALICE. 


u  A  young  lamb's  heart  amidst  the  full-grown  flocks." 

— AYOEDSWOETH. 

Yes,  thou  hast  brought  thy  childhood  with,  thee,  Love! 

Hast  drunk  the  fountain  of  eternal  youth, 

And  never  shalt  grow  older,  dearest  friend. 

Like  consecrated  maiden,  meek  and  fair, 

Unconscious  of  the  homage  of  all  hearts, 

Thou  movest  in  a  charmed  atmosphere 

Of  orient  light,  diffusing  joy  around  thee! 

The  mellowed  wisdom  which  experience  yields, 
Dove-like  simplicity,  and  innocence, 


TO    ALICE.  45 

Truth,  high-souled  honour — all  that's  womanly. 
Are  thine;  making  thee  ever  feel  and  act 
Intuitively  right.     Yes.  dearest  friend, 
I  bless  thee  for  thy  love — a  lore  for  which 
I VI  hew  through  paynim  hordes — dare  all  hard-things. 
If  need  were;  this  thou  know'st — Ah!  what  are  words? 
Joy-tears  now  in  mine  eyes,  I  pray  that  He. 
The  meek  and  lowly — called,  Himself,  a  Lamb— < 
May  ever  shield  and  bless  thee ! 


THE  VOICE  OP  THE  SEA. 


Myriad-twinkling,  restless  sea, 
In  the  sunshine,  gloriously 
Shimmering  with  flashing  light, 
Living,  sparkling,  diamond-bright; 
From  the  ripple  on  the  beach, 

Far  as  dazzled  eye  can  reach — 
To  Arran,  Pladda,  Ailsa  blue, 
Where  the  horizon  bounds  the  view ! 


UN.    V0K  E    OF     i  HE    SEA. 
II. 

Though  now  playful  as  a  child, 
Oft  I've  woo'd  thee,  dark  and  wild — * 
Joyed  to  hear  thy  billows  roar, 
Thundering  grandly  on  the  shore. 
Hushed  in  slumber,  mirror-calm— 
Now  the  lion,  now  the  lamb — ■ 
Every  mood  I  love  in  thee, 
Ever  changing,  changeless  sea! 

in. 
For  thy  voice,  so  vague  and  vast, 
Whispers  of  the  buried  Past — 
Or  of  shadowy  Future  years, 
Fraught  with  yearning  hopes  and  fears '. 
Soul-tides  linked  to  sun,  moon,  star, 
Truths  of  deeper  import  far, 
Shining,  where  Faith's  golden  key 
Unlocks  Nature's  Mystery! 


SONG  OF  LIFE. 


Ah!  Lady  fair, 
Grief,  cark,  and  care 
Soon  blanch  the  hair: 

But  sorrow  brings 
Sweet  visitings — 
Yea,  heavenly  things 

Will  Gocl  reveal 
To  those  who  feel 
His  hand,  and  kneel. 


SONG    OF    LIFE.  49 

Though,  veiled  in  tears, 
Thy  former  years, 
Lo!  now  appears, 

In  glory  dight, 
Hope's  arch  of  light, 
The  rainbow  "bright — 

Peace  from  above, 

And  noblest  love,  0 

Be  thine,  sweet  dove ! 


SONG 

FOB,  MUSIC. 

Oh!  for  golden  Sleep — 
Golden  no  more  to  me ; 

Leaden  night-mares  creep 
Heavily  o'er  me, 

Lady! 

Oil !  for  golden  Light 
In  some  leafy  bower: 

Would  that  it  were  night — 
Slowly  wears  the  hour, 
Lady! 


SONG.  51 


Oh!  for  golden  Song! 

Harsh  each  warbled  note 
Jarreth  now !     My  wrong 

Ne'er  can  be  forgot, 

Lady! 


,-;-- 


THE  DBEAM  HAEP. 


-o — 


Methought  I  was  alone,  and  feelings  strange 
Of  utter  dreariness  weighed  on  my  spirit. 
The  stars  were  sparkling  clear,  but  they  on  me 


THE    DREAM    HARP.  i)c 

Shed  no  sweet  influence.     Nature's  secrets  all 
Were  locked  from  me,  and  sealed  as  with  sev'n  seals, 
Nor  inner  light  was  there  whereby  to  read 
Her  mysteries.     I  sadly  wandered  on 
In  silence,  questioning  the  universe, 
And  my  own  soul :  impenetrable  clouds, 
Heavy  and  dark,  seemed  resting  upon  both, 
Which  even  the  stars — the  beauteous  friendly  stars, 
Now  quivering  in  the  brook  which  crossed  my  path- 
Could  no -wise  dissipate, 

Now,  dreamy  sounds, 
As  from  iEolian  harp,  faint,  sweet,  and  low, 
From  the  far  distance,  trembled  into  being, 
Aye  waxing  nearer,  clearer,  in  the  air, 
Swelling  in  dulcet,  breezy,  murmuring  chords. 

Angels,  descending,  bore  with  them  a  Harp — 
The  waving  of  their  pinions  pulsing  waves 
Of  sound,  in  ripples  through  the  summer  air — 
And  to  my  tranced  ear,  its  heavenly  tones 
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Were  tones  of  peace.     The  nearing  harp  itself 

Was  of  rare  beauty — the  device  was  this : — 

On  either  side  an  alabaster  Cross 

Of  snowy  whiteness,  twined  with  dew-sprent  flowers, 

Eoses  of  Sharon — Lilies  of  the  vale; 

Above,  a  Eainbow  spanned  from  cross  to  cross, 

From  whose  seven  colours,  seven  golden  chords 

Stretched  downwards  to  a  Circle  embleming 

Eternity — each  chord  from  its  own  colour; 

And,  through  the  circle,  in  the  azure  sky, 

A  white  Dove,  with  an  olive  branch,  was  seen 

Descending.    Through  the  golden  chords  there  shone, 

As  if  through  furnace  bars,  a  dull  blood-red 

Apocalyptic  Sun,  shorn  of  its  rays. 

Above  the  Eainbow,  in  the  deep  serene — 

As  'twere  the  key-note  of  the  whole  device — 

The  Morning-star  shed  lambent  peaceful  light. 

The  dream  I  felt  to  be  symbolical 
Of  the  great  universal  harmonies,    
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(For  in  the  music  these  expressed  themselves) 
All  centring  in  pure  Christianity; 
And  of  that  time,  when  Love's  great  tidal  wave 
Shall  sweep  the  world,  and  bring  its  Sabbath  rest. 

Melodious  strains  of  penetrating  sweetness 
Now  waxed  louder,  richer,  till  o'er-powered, 
Dissolving  in  luxurious  pain,  delight 
Ineffable,  I  should  have  died,  had  they 
Not  then,  all  but  insensibly,  become 
Softer  and  fainter — Angels  and  the  Harp 
In  distance  dimming  gradually  away; 
Its  tones  all  fading  in  etherial  beauty, 
Till  lost  in  dreamy  moriendos. 

Eapt, 
I  there  stood  gazing  upward,  after  it 
Had  long  ceased  to  be  heard:  The  heavy  cloud 
Was  lifted  from  my  spirit;  all  shone  clear, 
For,  through  the  chords  and  colours  Seven,  had  streamed 
Into  my  tranced  soul,  One  ray  of  Light 
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From  the  Seventh  Heavens :  and  therein,  vibrate  still 

The  echoes  of  that  heavenly  harmony, 

Even  though  the  dream  has  long  since  passed  away! 


LIFE'S  DREAM. 


Yes — 'twas  in  yon  black  gondola! 

Thon  and  I  sat  dreaming  there. 
Pale  and  silent,  one  in  spirit. 

Sailing  seas  of  dark  despair. 

Oar  to  steer,  or  song  to  cheer  us, 
There  was  none,  yet  on  we  sped, 

Throngh  great  brackish  waves  of  sorrow 
Dashing,  as  the  wild  winds  led : 


58  life's  dream. 

As  the  wild  winds? — Hush!  the  tempest 
But  obeys  His  sovereign  will 

Who,  'mid  seeming  shoreless  anguish,  * 
Cometh  saying,  " Peace  be  still !•" 

Down  the  sun  sank,  red  and  stormy, 
Glaring  through  the  spoon-drift  white : 

Orange  streaks  and  fiery  scarlet, 
Fading,  barred  the  ebbing  light. 

Darkness  veiled  the  heaving  ocean — 
Hope  and  joy  lost  in  eclipse — 

Well  nigh  foundered,  trembling,  weary, 
Words  of  prayer  'scaped  thy  lips ! 

Then,  the  East  began  to  brighten, 
And  the  tempest  died  away ; 

Hesper  mild  looked  from  the  azure — 
Joy  dawned  with  the  break  of  day ! 


life's  dream.  59 

Odours  rich,  came  stealing,  wafted 

Far,  from  dim-seen  Islands  Blest   .    .    . 

Noon ! — the  prow  had  touched  the  sand-beach — 
Spirits  twain  enjoy  their  rest ! 


ASPIRATION  AND  DUTY. 


Oh!  what  is  earth  to  those  who  long 
For  higher,  holier,  nobler  things? 

I'd  soar  aloft,  on  burning  song, 
Amid  the  rush  of  spirit- wings! 

But  hush,  fond  heart!  while  here  below, 
At  duty's  call,  fulfil  thy  fate; 

And  humbly,  onward — upward  go, 
So  shalt  thou  enter  Heaven's  gate ! 
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